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One 


It wasn't immediate. It wasn't like the movies. There's no such thing as love at first sight. Especially for me. It 
evolved over time. Sometimes taking three giant leaps ahead, other times taking four back Now was one of 


those times. 


| stood with a box of junk in my arms, waiting for him to take it from me and put it into the piece of shit van 


we used to drive to gigs. Now we were using it to live in He took it from me and mumbled, "Thanks." 
He was angry with me and still thanked me out of mindless, polite habit. 

"You don't have to do this." 

"Course | do. You didn't leave me any choice, did you?" Replied he without giving me a second glance. 
| winced. "I mean I'll tell them it was all my fault. You can stay." 


"It was all your fault, Dave. I'm not the one who came home drunk off his ass and trashed the fucking place. 


But I'm not leaving you to sleep in the van alone. Someone needs to protect you from yourself” 


The thing was, though, that it was his fault. Why did | go out and get hammered in the first place? Because 
Junior brought home his girlfriend and | heard them going at it through the wall. | couldn't handle the jealousy. 
It was either go out and get fucking obliterated or kick down his door and drag her out by her hair. | figured 
the first option was less offensive to him. Why did | trash the apartment? Because | heard him tell her he 


loved her. Of course, | let him believe | was just being drunk, out-of-control Dave. 


With our gear and our meager belongings packed into the van, | sat in the passenger seat, sulking, as Junior 
drove us off. 


"Where are we going?" 
"Rita's brother is letting us park in his driveway for a couple days." 
"No! No, | don't want to go there." 


"Well, you don't have a fucking choice!" He snapped back at me, his eyes bore two holes right through me, 
burning me. His teeth were bared. | think, if I'd been closer, he might have bit me. 


| slumped in the seat and crossed my arms like a petulant child. "Fine." 
"You're a goddamn piece of work" 
"Fuck you." 


David backed the van into the driveway, parking it in front of the two car garage attached to the sprawling 


California ranch. 
"Nice fucking place." | grumbled. 


Junior leaned across the van and pointed a finger in my face. "You fuck up here and | swear to God, Mustaine, 


we are done. You can go on your fucking way, you got me?" 

An involuntary gasp left my lips and Junior smiled in satisfaction 

"Good. We understand each other." 

Some chubby doofus met Junior in the driveway and | was sickened to watch Junior suck up to him. "Oh, thank 
youl Thank you so much for doing this. Rita said you were a great older brother. Yeah, we don't expect to 


have to stay for long. We'll find a new apartment soon" 


| rolled my eyes and lit a joint. Still listening to Junior kiss this guy's fat ass. 


"uh, well, we had to leave because | accidently broke the air conditioning unit. Yeah, landlord was a real asshole 


anyway. It's better this way. We'll find a better place in just a few days." 
The fuck? Why did he lie? 
He appeared at the window, looked from my face to the joint in my hand. "Davel For fuck's sake!" 


Junior ripped the joint from my fingers and tossed it on the ground and ground it out with the toe of his 


sneaker. 
"Junior! That was the last one!" 
"Good! Now, do you want to come inside and have something to eat. Bob's wife just finished dinner. 


"No. 


"Fine. I'm going in and he offered his finished basement to us, also. So I'll be sleeping on the pull out couch. You 


can stay out here by yourself” 
"| will." 


"Fine." And | watched him cross in front of the van, open the driver's door and pull the keys from the ignition 


Shit. 

"You better stay here. If | come out in the morning and you're gone, well then, so am |. You got me?" 
"Fuck you" | muttered 

He slammed the door and stomped off. 


How could | blame him for wanting a good meal and a soft place to lay his head? | should be a little more 
grateful than this. He had every right to be pissed at me. | made him homeless. | should also be a litle more 
friendly to the people that offered us their basement but they were her people and I'll be fucking dipped in 
shit if | was going to take any charity from the girl that was trying to steal Junior from me. 


| learned a while ago to always keep a secret stash for reasons just like this. | crawled into the back of the 
van, found that box of junk, dug through it for the empty cassette case full of fun. If you break off the little 
pegs inside a cassette case, it becomes a handy hiding place for all sorts of things. | was surprised Junior 
never questioned my love for Loggins and Messina. My emergency inventory consisted of two small joints and a 
little coke. | was either going to have find someone out here in the burbs or ration this shit until we got back 


into the city. 


Cracked the roof vent, cracked open one of the bottles of beer Junior took from the fridge back at the 


apartment and made a nest out of the few raggedy blankets we had. | had a good night, nursing my beer, 
smoking my joint. Once it was burned down to the end, | dropped it into the empty bottle, swished it around a 
little and put the bottle down | used Junior's jacket as a pillow and nestled my face into it, inhaling deeply. | 
drifted off to dreamland, nicely enveloped in his scent. 


Two 


Mmm, bacon. | smelled bacon. A big, gorgeous, breakfast platter sat in front of me. Coffee, orange juice, eggs, 
pancakes, bacon, potatoes, toast. It was all there for me to just dig into. My mouth was watering as | licked my 
lips and picked up my fork. And as soon as | tried to stab a piece of the potatoes, the plate popped like a 
balloon. 

"Nolll" | cried. | was so fucking hungry. 

And then | heard a laugh. A sweet, low, gentle laugh. Junior. 

"Hey, wake up." A nudge on my shoulder. 

| rolled and opened my eyes. Junior sat in the driver's seat with a plate of food on his knees. 

"Morning. You were dreaming about something. You yelled, ‘No!" 

"| must have smelled the food. | was dreaming that | tried to eat it but it disappeared." 


"Here, then Let this food disappear into your stomach.’ He handed me the plate. 


Not even my pride was strong enough to keep me from shoveling it in as fast as | could. "Coffee?" | asked with 


my mouth full 

Junior rolled his eyes and sighed but picked up a mug from the dash of the van anyway. 
"Thank you, Junior." 

| see you spent the evening with Loggins and Messina, huh?" 

| froze mid-shovel. How did he know? That fucker! 

"Should have stayed out here, we could have enjoyed them together." 


"| was inside, watching TV, drinking soda until | thought | was gonna burst, and having popcorn. Maybe tonight 


you'll come in, too." 
"Not likely." 
"Would you at least come in and thank Jill for the breakfast and maybe use their shower?" 


"You can thank her for me and no." 


"Dave, please." And he gave me that patented Ellefson "stop hurting my feelings" look. The one where the 


corners of his mouth turned down and his big, stupid eyes were wide as saucers and his forehead wrinkled. 
Goddamn it. "Okay!" 


| shuffled slowly across the driveway behind him. He was already to the door and | was still in the middle of 
the drive. 


"Come onl" 
Inside, every piece of armor | had instantly went up. Jill was as big a fat doofus as her husband but at least 


she could cook. She smiled at me and said, "Good morning, Dave! You know you don't have to sleep in that old 


van! There's more than enough room here for you both. As long as you need!" 

"Mmph." 

Junior elbowed me in the ribs. 

"Thank you, but the van is fine by me." 

"Suit yourself, our door is always open" 

| turned toward that open door and was about to leave when Junior took my arm. "Shower." 
"No" 


| was getting a quick hit of coke from my stash when Junior yanked the driver's side door open. "Rehearsal 
still on, right?" 


Okay, gone was the nice Junior who brought me food this morning. Short, clipped, perturbed Junior was back. 
"Yeah, still on" | told him as | crawled back up to the front of the van and sat in the passenger seat. 


We drove in silence back into the city, to the run down rehearsal we used. | lit a smoke and nudge his arm, 


holding it out for him. 


"Thanks." He said and took it from me, letting his fingers brush over mine. Aw, Junior, why'd you ever let me 
get my hooks in you? 


We practiced for a couple hours. Junior was having a tough time nailing down this intricate part we'd come up 


with and he finally put his bass down and growled in frustration. He ran his fingers through his hair. 


"| just need like ten minutes. Gonna take a walk" 


| watched his sweaty back and wet, stringy hair as he made his way to the door. | felt.what? What did | feel? 
Guilty. Guilty for getting him kicked out of our shitty apartment. The same apartment he hung up some silly, 
little picture of a puppy in a doghouse that said, ‘Home, sweet home’. | think he said it was called a cross- 


stitch that his mother made and forced him to take with him when he moved out here. 

Creeping up to the door, | ducked my head out and looked around for him. | found him standing under the 
basketball hoop in the parking lot, a smoke in one hand, holding the ball in his palm, above his head in the other 
hand. | approached quietly and, after he shot it, | snatched up his rebound. 

"Junior," | began, holding the ball between both hands. "I'm really sorry." 

‘Its okay, I'll get the part. | just needed a breather.” 

"| mean about everything.” 

‘Its not a big deal. We'll find a new place. Maybe we can go out looking tomorrow." 


"I let you down." | said quickly and quietly as | took a shot. 


Junior laughed softly as he rebounded. "Dave, since when do you care about letting other people down?" He 
passed me the ball as hard as he could an it slammed into my chest so hard | had to take a step backwards. 


"| don't. |." 


"I know you don't. So don't think twice about it and stop acting like you feel bad or something." And then he 
turned on his heel and walked back inside. 


| stood there with the ball clutched against my chest, my mouth hanging open and my heart split in two. 


Back in Bob and Jill's driveway, Junior parked, turned the van off, took the keys and left me without a word. | 
sat still in the seat and let my head fall back, closing my eyes. | needed a real score. | needed to find something 
first. | wasn't the only one who kept a secret stash. | found the money David saved in a cough drop tin and 
took all of it. And just as | pushed the box back into the corner of the van, something caught my eye. The 
cross-stitched puppy. 


| hung it over the rear view mirror and then | set out on foot. | stood at the end of the drive for a moment, 
deciding if | should go left or right when a tiny, silver hatchback beeped and pulled in the drive way next to 


me. 


"Hey, Dave!" Rita. 


| ignored her and decided to venture off to the right, back toward the city. | didn't care if it took me six 
hours, | was walking back into the city to find the guy | bought from. 


Once | reached a busier street, | started hitching. A dude in a beat up, old pick up truck stopped and | asked if 
he was headed into the city. He looked me up and down and finally nodded and told me to get in. 


Three 


Turned out my new friend was looking for an easy score, too. It took me twenty minutes to convince Cody that 
the guy wasn't a narc. Cody can be a little paranoid, you see. After | finally convinced him, my driver friend, | 
don't remember his name, and | ended up sitting in the back of his truck with a gram of coke and a bottle of 
Jack. 


"Hey, man. Check this out. | got some these leftover, wanna try?" He reached into his jacket and pulled out a 
plastic bag of pills. 


"What are they?" 
"Ex" 


"Sweet!" And | yanked the bag out of his hand, shook out about three and popped them in my mouth. | took a 
big swig of the Jack and swallowed. 


My friend was talking. He was getting all up in my face and then ducking back and then he was an inch away 
from again. He kept shouting and then whispering, too. 


"Dude! Talk right, for fuck's sake!" | shouted at him and then shoved him away from me. 

"What the fuck is your problem?" 

Oh, he wanted to fight? Cool. We wrestled, he spit on me, kicked me in the ass and then shoved me out of the 
truck, over the side, and onto the sidewalk | was still trying to scramble to my feet when the truck drove off. 
My jacket! My cokel Junior's money. FUCK! 

| was crawling on the sidewalk, in the general direction that the truck went. I'd catch that motherfucker and 
beat his ass. Instead, | saw a nice pillow and blanket calling to me. Yes, sleep. A short nap and then I'd be on my 
way again. 

"Yeah, Dave! Come on over here! We're nice and warm and comfortable! Sleep on me! I'll keep you safe and 
warm, just like home." The pillow looked so friendly and sweet, just like | remember Junior looking the first time 
| saw him. 

Wait, but | don't have a home. Well, never mind. Whatever. Sleep. Yes, | needed sleep. 


Something jabbed me in the gut. And then slapped my thigh. "Get the fuck up and get outta here, ya bum" 


| growled and slapped whatever it was away. "Leave me alone, asshole!" 


"Excuse me. Get up, young man." 


What the hell was this? | opened my eyes, squinting at the bright day light. A fucking cop, great. | slowly stood 
up from the pile of garbage bags that used to be a pillow and blanket. 


"Where you do live? Are you high?" 
"Not anymore." | mumbled. 
"Oh, a smart ass, huh?" 


‘If | was smart, would | be standing here, strung out, talking to you, officer?" | leaned against the building 
behind me and crossed my arms over my chest. 


"All right, where do you live?" 

‘Im currently between residences." | told him with a smirk 
"Look, you better start cooperating or I'm taking you in 

"Take me in, | am kind of hungry." | held my wrists out to him. 
"All right, smart ass. Let's go. You got a name?" 

‘| got one for you: asshole." 

That got me a nice, hard jab in the stomach. 


I'm so tired of you fucking punk ass kids thinking you can get away with disrespecting the uniform." He snarled 
in my face as he picked me up off the ground and tossed me into the back of the squad car. 


Well, this is a fine mess you've gotten yourself into, Mustaine. | sat on a bench in the corner of the holding 
cell. Four other drugged out, stinky, dirty dudes, three ‘ladies of the night, and one guy in a ripped business 
suit and a bloody cut on his forehead all joined me. | knew the story of the four guys, | knew the story of the 
three girls. | didn't know that guy's story and | was curious. | inched a little closer to him and just listened to 
him mutter to himself. 

“Shoulda told her. Shoulda never let her go. Shoulda held on. Shoulda done what | was told. Now she's gone." 
"Hey, buddy. What you going on about, eh?" One of the women shouted at him from across the cell 


"Hey, leave him alone!" | shouted back at her. 


The guy raised his head and looked at me in confusion, as if he never realized there were other people around 
"What's the matter, buddy. You seen a ghost or something?" 

‘Karen. | killed Karen and she didnt know." He said with a blank expression 

"Who the fuck is Karen?" 

"| was gonna marry her someday: 

"What?" 

"Accident. Only had a beer and a line" 

"Whoa, dude. Are you sure that's all you had? You're higher than a fucking kite. | oughtta know" 
"Karen" 

"Yeah, yeah. | know, you killed her and it was an accident" 

An officer approached the cell, then, with a clipboard, "Carpenter?" 

The man slowly turned from me to the cop. “tm Carpenter.” 

"Come on, then. We're gonna get you cleaned up and then get you arraigned” 


After Carpenter was led out, my eyes drifted to the mouthy whore. She must have taken my glance as an 


invitation. She stood up and crossed the cell, coming back to rest next to me. 
"So, Red" She tangled her greasy fingers in my hair. "What are ya in for?" 
‘| killed a hooker in a back alley." | growled, jerking my head away from her touch. 


| doubt that. Unless you mean killed her with this big dick of yours." She attempted to purr into my ear while 
her hand drifted toward my crotch. 


| caught her wrist and squeezed it as hard as | could, making her writhe and whimper. "Don't you fucking touch 


me. Get away from me." 
"Fucking homo." She smirked and spit on the floor, narrowly missing my foot as she hobbled away from me. 


Little by little, as the day wore on, the cell emptied until all that was left was me and one of the other 


drugged out dudes. And he was curled up on the bench, in his own piss, snoring away. 


Junior snored sometimes. How could he not with that big honker of his? But, in contrast to this guy's, Junior's 
snoring was fucking adorable. Quiet snorts, like a little pig. l'd give anything to hear that snort now. But | fucked 
up. He said if | fucked things up, he was going to walk. Maybe that was what | wanted for him. I'd only end up 
dragging him down anyway. He was better than that. He was better than me. 


| drew my knees up to my chest and rested my forehead against them, wrapping my arms around my legs. 
Junior, David. He shined brighter than anybody | ever met before. He was the sunshine in my otherwise 
darkened world. It was greedy to want to keep him in this world, too. But oh, | wanted him. | didn't deserve him, 
though. But..lbut maybe. Maybe it wasn't too late for me to try to become someone who deserves David in his 
life. Yeah. | could change. | could be good. | could be someone good enough for David. | picked my head up, a 
small smile tickled my lips. 


No, you can't. 


Four 


"Dave, baby, wake up. I'm here now. Come on, open those eyes. Junior's here." He sounded so sweet and perfect 


in my ear. | smiled, feeling his warmth blanket over me and protect me. 


A small, satisfied moan passed my lips when | felt him slip his arms around me. | pressed my face into his 


chest. "Junior, | never meant to hurt- " 

"Shh, don't speak. | know. I've always known and | love you, too." 

"Mustaine, wake the hell up!" A voice bellowed, echoing off the walls of the now empty cell. 

It jarred me awake and | rolled over and promptly fell off the bench. "Aww, fuck" 

‘Come on, you been sprung.’ 

"What time is it?" 

"Its nine AM." 

‘I've only been here a couple hours?" 

"A couple days. It's Wednesday. We brought you in on Monday.’ 

"Get the fuck outta here." There's no way | slept through the last two days. 

"You been in and out, sleeping a lot. Think you finally dried out. How about you stay that way?" 

"See what | can do." | mumbled as | followed the officer down the hall. | felt like total shit. My joints and 
muscles ached, my head was pounding. | was hungry as shit. | tried to think of how | was going to get back to 
the van. How | was going to face Junior again A little voice in my head said fuck it, just get back to Cody, 
maybe work something out with him so | could work for him and never worry about Junior or the band again. 
That stupid plan was shot to hell, though, when | saw Rita waiting for me. Did that mean Junior had come to 
find me, too? 

"Dave!" She smiled and waved at me as if she was picking me from the airport or something. Fucking shit. 
"Where's Junior?" 


"David doesn't know | came down here." She said in a quiet voice, lowering her eyes. 


"How did you know | was here, then?" 


"Ive been checking each precinct. This is the eighth one | called And here you are!" Her perky smiled returned. 
| wanted to punch her in her fucking perky face. "Junior never bothered to look for me?" 

She shook her head "Dave, you have to understand, he's very angry - * 

"Whatever. Thanks for getting me out. See ya" | started to walk away. 

"He does care about you, you know!" 

| turned around and stomped back to her. "Tell him not to bother" 

As | hurried out the precinct and down the steps, | passed two uniforms and overheard one say to the other, 
"Believe that Carpenter guy just plowed down his pregnant girlfriend? He said he thought he had the car in 


reverse. That motherfucker was three times the limit when we brought him in. He deserves life in prison" 


Then | recalled what the guy kept muttering back in the cell, "Shoulda told her. Shoulda never let her go. 
Shoulda held on. Shoulda done what | was told Now she's gone." 


| ain't going down that way. l'm not slinking off never to be heard from again | don't care if he's mad, she said 


he does care about me. | can fix this. Or | can die trying. 

"Rital" | yelled as | yanked the door open. 

She was just coming out and | nearly knocked her down. | gripped her upper arm. 

"Can you take me back to your brother's so | can at least apologize?" 

"David's not there." 

"What? Where is he?" 

"I asked him to move in with me. He's at my place now." 

"Oh." Aw, fuck. 

"But you can come, too. The place is small but you can have the couch until you can figure something out" 
"Um, no. I'll just grab my stuff from the van and crash at a friend's." 


"Oh, o-okay." 


The ride back her apartment was silent and awkward. | hated her. | hated her so much for stealing Junior 


from me. He was mine. He promised to protect me. 


She parked the car next to the van in front of her building. | caught Junior quickly pull the curtain aside and 
look through the window. But he didn't come out. 


"You want to come in and have something to eat? You and David can talk" 
"He doesn't want to talk to me." 
"Well, then come in and use the phone to call your friend.” 


| hated her even more for being nice to me. But she was my access to Junior right now so | followed her 


inside. 


He stood just inside the door with his arms folded across his chest. | noticed that behind his head, on the wall, 


hung the cross-stitch puppy. This was now Junior's home, sweet home. 

"Rita, what the fuck?" He yelled at her. Then turned to me. "| told you | was done with youl” 

| know. I'm just gonna call Cody to come and get me." 

"Maybe he can bring back my two hundred dollars, too. Or did you snort it all away?" 

‘It was stolen" | said under my breath, turning away. 

"Stolen? Yeah, by youl” 

"No, someone else took it from me. | only spent $40 and the rest was taken when some guy beat me up." 
"Someone beat you up? Good, you deserved it. Can you just get the fuck out my sight, please?" 

Every venomous word added weight to my shoulders, which curled in more and more. Anybody else who spoke 
to me like that would get my fist in his face but when he did it, | knew he was right. And it made me feel like 
complete shit. | wanted to look him in the eye and promise him I'd never disappoint him or let him down again. 


But I'd be lying. And haven't | done enough of that with Junior already? 


"Listen, I'm gonna go for a drive. Need milk and eggs and stuff. Um, you two have a talk" Rita quickly ducked 
out the door. 


"Rita, wait!" Junior yelled after her but she was gone. She's a fast one, I'll give her that. 


He closed the door and turned back to me. Come on, Mustaine, it's now or never. Just tell him what happened 


that night at the apartment. 
"| want to find another apartment" | began 

"So go for it 

"With you" 

"No fucking way, Dave. | live here now. With Rita" 

"But you promised me!" 

"| promised you what? That I'd walk if you fucked up. Well, you fucked up and | walked. Promise kept!" 


"Please, Junior." 


His eyes clouded with sadness as he shook his head. "All you had to do is pretend to be human for a couple 


days" 
"| dont know how. That's why | need you: 

"You need me?" 

"Yes, you know | do. 

"Why?" 

"Because. Because I'm a fuck up and you fix things’ 


He smiled sadly. "You're not a fuck up. Not all the time. But sometimes your fuck ups can't be fixed. You 
constantly hurt me and put me out and you never apologize or do anything to make things right” 


"| know." 
"Don't you think it's time you learned how to fix that?" 
"Tell me how." 


"Dave-" He put his hands up, palms facing me, as if he was pushing me away. 


"I mean it. Look at me. I'm a fucking mess and it's all because l'm losing the most important person in my life. 


And | don't just mean now." 


"What?" 


| took a deep breath. It was now or never. | don't even know what to say but | have to say something or I've 


lost him forever. Here goes. Fix this or die trying, right? 
‘Junior, there was a guy in jail that was drunk and high and he ended up killing his pregnant girlfriend.” 
"Oh. Oh, wow. That's awful." 


"I know. And he was out of it, still high, you know? But he knew what he'd done and he just kept saying ‘Shoulda 
told her. Shoulda never let her go. Shoulda held on Shoulda done what | was told. Now she's gone." 


"Shit, how the hell is he gonna live with that?" 
"That's exactly what | thought. And then | thought about you." 
"Me?" 


"How the hell am | gonna live with letting you down?" | choked out, surprised at how my throat had tightened 
over the words. My eyes scratched and stung. | squeezed them shut, fighting back the tears. 


"Dave, you don't care about that. And | never expected you to. 

"But you want me to care about that, don't you?" 

"Well, of course. It sucks knowing my best friend doesn't give a shit about how he treats me" 
"| do care." A hoarse whisper as | took a step closer to him and reached for his hand 


He watched my hands wrap around his and pull it to me and press it against my chest. His wide eyes snapped 


up to mine. 

"Junior, | lo-" 

"No! Dave, what the hell are you doing?" He recoiled, pulling his hand from mine. 

| scrambled. Raked my hand through my hair and began babbling, trying to explain as fast as | could, watching 
his face contort with confusion. "I know it's fucked up. | know it's confusing and | don't know why or how it 
happened. But I've felt like this for a while. That night at the apartment..." 


"Wait, what are you talking about?" Junior waved his hands in the air in front of him and shook his head. 


"I heard you with Rita | heard you two fucking and | just lost it. | was so angry! And then | heard you tell her 


that you loved her and | knew then that | was going to lose you. But | can't lose you, Junior. I'm not going to 
lose you without a fight. So | need you to know that | love you, too. | need you. | want youl | can't imagine life 
without you now and please don't look at me like that!" | felt the floodgates open and | couldn't hold back any 


longer. 


| reached for him again and this time he let me wrap my arms around him and bury my face in his shoulder. 


But | never felt his arms around me. He felt stiff, frightened. 
"Dave, | don't know if you're fucking high yet or what, but come on" 


‘lm not high! You know what? Let's just forget it" | released him and stood back, letting my hair fall over my 
face to hide my tears. 


"You're serious?” Now he leaned forward and, with two fingers, pushed my hair away. His eyes grew wide as 
he looked at me. 


"Forget it. Doesn't matter." And with that, | turned toward the door. "I'll just grab my shit. We can figure out 
what to do about the band later." 


| wanted so badly for him to stop me. Just to say he wanted me, too. Or anything, really. Attack me, tell me to 
go to hell, call me a fag, anything! But he remained silent, frozen to that spot on the floor, and he just let me 


go. 


Rejected. Cast away. | wasn't wanted. Well, I'm starting to sense a theme here. 


Five 


Cody took my amp and head as down payment on my own supply. But | held onto my two babies. I'd hold onto 
them as long as | possibly could but | knew the day would come when I'd have to give them up as well. | 
claimed the corner of a tiny bedroom in Cody's dump of a house. | slept on the floor, guarding my guitars, 
during the day and | sold at night. | was making Cody a rich man and myself a poor, strung out, lonely, 
desperate man Sometimes, I'd sit with my back against the wall in that shitty room, surrounded by other 
junkies, and I'd play my guitar softly, trying to remember some of the things Junior and | had played together. 
None of it would come, though. | ended up playing Stairway to Heaven nearly every time. It made me laugh, 


honestly. I'm a fucking cliche. I'm a junkie kid who sadly plays Zeppelin to keep myself from going fucking insane. 


A couple months in and | was sick of seeing these other kids around me turning grey and sallow, barfing and 
crying every goddamn night. | had to do something and the only things | had left were my guitars. Well, hold 
onto them and continue to slowly die or let them go and try to do something better for myself? A pawn shop 
would give me shit for them just because they could. So, with heart splitting in two, | took them to a used 
instrument shop and walked out with five hundred dollars. 


"Can you give me two envelopes? One with two hundred in it, the other with the rest." 


Sitting at the counter of a coffee shop, | asked the waitress for a pen. | stared at the napkin in front of me, 
pen poised, waiting. | knew what | wanted to say but the words just wouldn't come. Coffee, coffee, more coffee 


and now it was very deep into night. Still | stared. 
‘Come on, just write what you feel and let him go for good’ 


"Just can't believe it 

There's nothing to say 

| was almost honest, almost 

Living alone, can't stand this place 

I's four in the morning and | still see your face 
| was nearly pure 

When | said | loved you 

We were kind of candid 

Now you've gone away 

You were almost honest, almost 

Living alone, falling from grace 

| want to atone but there's just empty space 

| can't face tomorrow, now you're not coming back 
It happened that night when you told me to go 
Don't ask who's to blame, | don't know 

Almost, almost honest 


Almost, | was almost honest" 


The folded up napkin was stuffed into the envelope with two hundred dollars in it. | slid off the stool and out 
into the very early hours of morning. The city was scary at this hour and stuffed my hands into my pockets, 
clutching the money, and walked on very quickly. 


The apartment was dark and quiet. | stood in front of the door, a hand on it, feeling the warmth from within, | 
remembered the good times. The times when Junior would rush in, run over to his bass and pick it up. The 
first note would shake the entire place. And he'd look up at me with a smile. "I just thought of it on the way 
home and didn't want to forget it!" He'd say. So smart. | admired the natural talent he had and his work ethic. 


Wanting to learn and grow and master his craft. 


| remembered the many times we'd get drunk and watch some bad made-for-TV movie and make fun of it 
until we were both laughing so hard, we were crying. His beautiful face would be scrunched up and he'd be 
holding his stomach, begging me not to say anything else. Sometimes, I'd pounce on him and wrestle or tickle 
him, making him laugh even more. | could only wrestle when really | wanted to hold him and kiss him and touch 


him. 
| never felt more at home than | did in this tiny apartment with my best friend. 


And then Junior met Rita. We were only supposed to bring her and her friend back for the night. | took the 
friend into my bedroom and, in the morning, | didn't even offer her coffee. Meanwhile, those two were making 
plans to see each other again and acting all cute and snuggly with each other. The friend looked at me in 
disgust. 


Another half an hour and | was standing in front of Rita and Junior's apartment. Rather than risk being caught, 
| quickly slid the envelope through the mail slot and took off. 


With the remaining three hundred dollars, | rented a room at a pay by the week motel. | stood inside the dark, 
dank space and looked at the bare walls. 


Junior was lugging a large box of things from his apartment downstairs. He had already unpacked a box of pots 
and pans and dishes. Things | hadn't bothered with. He emptied a box of clothes into the closet in the second 
bedroom. He had four crates of records. | took my time going through those, fascinated that he had both an 
Iron Maiden record and a John Denver record. Both looked equally worn. | turned to tease him for it when | 


saw him hanging something on the wall just inside the front door. 
"What the hell is that?" 


‘Its just something my Mom made for me before | came out here. She asked me to hang it wherever | lived 
so that I'd feel like there was a part of home with me all the time. | know it's stupid but | promised her | 


would." 


"Gonna really put a damper on the partying we do, you know?" 
He smiled and said, "Nah, chicks love that sort of thing." 


| had come to love that sort of thing. I'd kill someone for that stupid puppy hanging on my wall now and for 
that stupid farm kid to be standing in front of me. Because no place would ever be my home again if Junior 


wasn't there. 

There was an ad in the newspaper for drywallers. It said the job paid cash. That was the job for me. | was up 
at 4:30 every morning. An older guy came and picked me up and | sat in the back, drinking coffee with four 
other guys as he drove us out of the city, into the suburbs. We worked for him, he held the contract with 
these big developers to finish off all these cookie cutter houses in these sterile, sprawling developments. We 
worked from six in the morning until five in the evening and then | was dropped off at my motel again. Six days 
a week, | was busting my ass for $250. But it paid for the room and every week, | put some money away to 
buy my guitars back. 

It took me nine weeks to save up $500. | felt so fucking proud of myself for it, too. | was clean, | was 
productive and | was slowly getting back to a place where | wanted to play music again, whether it was with 
Junior or not. | walked into the store with a swagger and a smile. The man | sold them to was standing behind 
the counter. 

‘lm here to buy my guitars back." 

"What guitars?" 

"The BC Richs | sold to you a couple months ago." 

‘Oh, yeah. | remember you now. Yeah, man, | sold both of them about two weeks ago. Sorry.” 

No. Noll! FUCK! "Oh, | see. Can | ask what you sold them for?" 

"The guy gave me six hundred and a bass amp.’ 

"Oh. | have five in cash." 


"Wouldn't have been enough, anyway.” 


"But that's what you gave me for them!" | barked at the guy, my hands clenched the glass counter top, 


knuckles white. 
"Gotta make a profit, buddy. Look, I'll tell you what. Pick something else out, we'll make a deal." 


"| don't want anything else" | mumbled and walked out of the store. 


Five hundred bucks burning a hole in my pocket. To match the hole in my heart. You know what would take 
care of both of these problems? Yeah, me too. 


Six 


My feet continued to carry me toward Cody's while my head and my heart fought to stop them. | can't do 
that anymore. | have to be better. | have to show Junior that | can be a better friend, a better man. Show 
him how? He ain't here. You're on your own, Mustaine. You got nobody to answer to but yourself. If you want 


a little tweak, fucking go for it. 


The voices in my head battled each other as my feet kept moving. When they finally stopped, | found they 
hadn't taken me to Cody's at all. | stood in front of the old apartment again. It'd been about two weeks since 
the last time | came down here. That was in the middle of the night. A night | found myself tossing and turning 
on that nasty, piece of shit bed | missed him so much. | remembered it was hot that night. The beat up air 
conditioner in the room blew air lukewarm and stank. | tied my hair back and pulled a wife beater over my 
head and set out on a walk. The air outside was oppressive, still and humid. | remembered my shirt was clinging 
to my back by the time | got here. | sat down on the top step, just outside the old apartment and leaned my 
forehead against the metal railing. So many memories, so many laughs and smiles. | wondered if he missed me 
as much as | missed him. | wondered if the things | said really freaked him out and now, he wanted no part of 


me. 


This time, it was late afternoon. There were people coming in and out of their apartments. | was unable to get 
too close without arousing suspicion so | stood back, under a tree, on the fringe of the parking lot. Just as | 
looked up at our place, number twenty-three, an obnoxious, loud vehicle caught my attention. Pulling into the 


lot was Junior's van. What the hell was he doing here?? 


| ducked back, behind the tree. | watched him park the van facing our old door and he sat. Just sat. | couldn't 
see his face from my position but | did see his hands resting on the wheel. Several moments passed and he 
didn't move. The sweat gathered at my brow, ran down the sides of my face. The rise and fall of my chest 
quickened. Go to him, | thought. But my feet had other ideas. They weren't going to budge. ‘Gol | shouted at 
them. 


The van roared to life again. He was going to leave. | can't let him just leave! I'm standing right here! Junior, l'm 


right here! Please don't leave! Don't leave! 


But the van had already backed out of the space. Thats when my feet decided to come to life and | was 
running across the lot, toward the van. Without a thought in my head, | was standing directly in the van's 


path, watching it barrel toward me. 


| heard the screeching tires, felt the hot breeze whip past my face. My arms were outstretched toward it, 
my eyes were squeezed shut and my mouth was wide open, letting loose a long scream. I'm going to die by 
being run over by my best friend and his piece of shit van. The van skidded to a halt about three feet in 


front of me. | met Junior's stare and he looked so confused. 


"Are you fucking crazy? | could have hit you! What the fuck are you doing here?" He yelled as the the door 


opened and he slid out. 


"What are you doing here?" | asked, regaining my composure. It clicked. He came here to think and remember 


as well. | wondered how many times he did it. 

"l- |, um. Well, sometimes | just come here to see what's going on" 

"Ah. And what's going on?" 

"No. Wait. What are you doing here?" He asked again. 

"I come here to think about you." In a matter-of-fact tone. There was no use holding anything back at this 
point. I'd already lost him. If there was any chance in even being friends and band mates again, | knew | had to 
be honest with him. “Junior, | miss you. | know | fucked up along the way and | was a shitty friend to you. But | 
meant what | said that day. | know it freaked you out but | was telling the truth." 


"| know." Was all he replied. 


Its my problem, | know that. And I'll get over it, | guess. But | miss us. | miss all the fun we had up there. | 
miss the band. Can't we figure something out?" 


"Come here. | want to show you something." 


He led me to the back of the van and opened the doors. Inside, laying flat, side by side, were two guitar cases. 
My guitar cases. With a gasp, | looked at him, blinking back tears. 


"Junior." 
He smiled as he reached in and unlatched one of the cases and opened it. My beautiful, black BC Rich. 
"You..?" 


"| went in there one day. Needed some strings and | saw them and | wanted to die. | just..Dave, why did you get 
rid of them?" His face looked so sad and he held his hands out, palms up. 


"I had to. | wanted to get out of Cody's and get cleaned up. | needed the money." | felt embarrassed, admitting 
that to him. | lowered my chin to my chest and drew my gaze to the guitar. 


"How long you been clean?" 
"A little over two months." 


Im proud of you." He said quietly as he closed the lid on the case. "Come on, I'll take you back to your place. 


You can have these back." 

"Wait. You're giving them back to me?" 

"Of course. They are yours.” 

"Can we..can we maybe play together again?" 


"We could if we had a place to play. After | paid for these, | was wiped out. | don't have any cash left for 
studio time." 


"| do. | saved up to buy them back today but, well, somebody beat me to it" | smiled. 


"About that. The two hundred bucks you left for me? Go on and get in" He pointed toward the front of the 


van, 
After we both climbed in, | said, "| owed you." 
"The note with it?" 

"Yeah?" | blushed again, turning away. 


Is beautiful" He said quietly, pulling his wallet from his pocket. He opened it and pulled out the folded napkin. 
‘Ive read this every night since you left it." 


"Every night? What the hell does Rita think about that?" 

He shrugged but didn't say anything. He stuffed it back in his wallet. "Where do you live now?" 
| wondered what the shrug meant as | directed him back to the crappy motel 

He pulled into the lot and looked around with a scrunched up nose. "Dave, really?" 

"Its cheap and its easy for me to get to work from here" 

When he got out of the van, he immediately started for the guitars in the back 

"Hey, keep them? They won't last one day around here" 

He looked around and nodded 


"Want to come in? It ain't much but | got a little fridge with some sodas in it and a TV." 


"Sure." 


Inside the tiny room, he stood and looked around. | could tell, from his expression, that he thought the place 
was a dump. | could even tell that he was beginning to worry. But he was polite to a fault and just smiled. 


"| know it sucks but it's all | can afford right now. Im sorry’ 

"Don't apologize, Dave. It's great. Really. It's.” 

| smiled at him and started to giggle. 

"fucking awful. Awful, Dave. This place sucks. It's so fucking hot in here and dirty. | feel disgusting!" 
"Don't hold back, Junior. Tell me how you really feel" | laughed even more. 

He grinned and started to chuckle also. 

"Junior, | - "| started to reach for him. My hands ached to touch him, to know he was really here. 
But he held up his hands and took a step backwards. "I can't" 

"Fine!" | snapped at him and turned away from him. | jerked the fridge open. "You want a drink?" 


He didn't respond and just before | was about to turn around and snap at him again, | felt his hand close 


around my arm. 
"Dave." 
"What, Junior? You said you can't and | get it, okay? 


His other hand slid against my cheek and forced me to turn toward him. But | could not raise my eyes to look 


at him. 
"Look at me, please?" His voice dropped to a whisper. 


| didn't want to. | felt cornered and my initial instinct was to lash out. He must have sensed that because | 


heard him laugh gently. 
‘Its okay, please look at me." His soft whisper was soothing. His hand against my face was gentle. 


Junior's eyes gazed at me with such a sweet softness. His smile seemed bittersweet. "You've been through a 


lot since | saw you last. | can see it in your face." 


‘| am so lost without you." | admitted. | could feel the tears prickling my eyes and my throat constricting again 
His thumb slid down my cheek to rest against my bottom lip. He gave it a gentle stroke. 

"Junior, please don't do that if you don't want- * 

"Shh" He stepped closer and raised his other hand to my face. He seemed to be looking for something in my 
eyes. He held my face still and peered closely. "tm afraid of letting you back into a place where you are able to 
hurt me" 

| could understand that. So | merely nodded. 

"But Im more afraid of not letting you back into that place” 

Now | was confused 

And even more confused when he pulled my face toward his and met my lips in a quick, feathery kiss 


"I have to go. But I'll come back tomorrow night, okay?" 


"No! Wait, Junior! What was that? Why'd you kiss me?" | tried to grab his hands or his arms or anything to 


keep him from escaping. 


"Tomorrow. I'll come back" He repeated as he evaded my grabbing hands. Just before he slipped out the door, 


he flashed me that smile and said, "I'm really glad | didn't hit you with the van" 


Seven 


Tomorrow. You gotta be fucking kidding me. Three giant leaps forward and he leaves me hanging like this? | fell 
backwards onto the bed with a huff. 


Junior kissed me. 


Junior rejected me and | had to spend months without him. Only to find out that he missed me, he bought my 
guitars back for me with the only money he had, he was sweet and tender, albeit confused. And he left me 
here, alone, to think about his hand against my cheek, his eyes imploring me. Imploring me for what, though? 
And his sweet, soft lips touching mine all too briefly. 


As soon as | was dropped off from work, | raced into the bathroom and took a long, lukewarm shower. Junior 
was coming back tonight. Coming back to see me because he missed me as much as | missed him. Would he 
kiss me again? Would he let me kiss him, put my hands on him? Let me love him? 

After | pulled on a fresh pair of jeans, leaving the top button open, and running a brush through my wet hair, 
| sat outside to wait. There was a cool breeze tonight and it felt good against my damp skin and hair. The 
concrete felt cool under my bare feet. | leaned back in the cheap, plastic, patio chair and savored my cigarette. 
Was | thinking about seducing him? You bet your ass | was. 

| huffed through my nose when | heard the van before | even saw it. We're going to have to fix the exhaust 
on it before Junior gets a ticket for it. He parked the rumbling beast in the spot right in front of me and 
fucking blinded me with the headlights. | put a hand up to cover my eyes before he turned them off. He was 
already apologizing as he hopped out. 

‘Sorry! | didn't realize you'd be sitting there." 


‘Its okay. Come and sit with me, have a smoke." 


| handed him a cigarette and my lighter after he sat in the chair next to me. His fingers brushed mine and | 


smiled at him. He, of course, blushed and lowered his eyes. 
"How was work?" He asked. 


Okay, idle chatter. Something to break the tension. | can do this. "Work is good. Its hard work but the time goes 
fast and it keeps me busy." 


"Keeps you fit, too. You're fucking ripped" He jabbed a thumb in the general direction of my bare stomach. 


| grinned. "Noticed, have ya?" 


| didn't expect a reply but the deepening blush that swept across his face was divine. 


After a few moments of comfortable silence, he spoke up. "It's a lot nicer out here than inside that room of 


yours. Smells slightly better, too." 
"| get it, Junior. You hate the room." 
"I hate that you have to live in it” Replied he in a soft voice. 


| opened my mouth to lash out and say | wouldn't have to if he didn't force me away. | caught myself and 


reached out to pat his knee instead "Come on, let's go in there anyway." 


Inside, | handed him a can of Coke. "Hungry? There's a pizza place right down the street, we can order one if 


you want." 

"Sure." 

We sat on the bed, the half-eaten pizza between our stretched out legs. There was a bad kung-fu movie on 
the TV and | couldn't stop myself from laughing at the ridiculous voice dubbing. Pretty soon, Junior was joining 


in, making fun of it, also. We were both laughing and mimicking the chopped, awkward English. | started to 


imitate the next lines when | realized Junior wasn't laughing anymore. He was staring at me. 

"What?" 

"Just. Remembered how many nights we spent like this at the old place." 

"Me, too. | loved those nights." 

"Dave, um..about last night?" 

"Is okay. No big deal. You know, | never expected you to-" 

God damn him! Again with the fucking ambush! his mouth was against mine again. This time, | felt a hand snake 
into my hair and pull me closer. This time, | wasn't letting him go. | wrapped an arm around his back and pulled 
him against my chest as | rose up and over him. My lips attacked his, coaxing him to let me slide my tongue 
into his mouth. He had two handfuls of my hair and was using them to pull me off of him. 

"Dave." He panted as he wiggled out from beneath me. 

With a groan, | pressed my forehead into the mattress. Again. He kissed me again and pushed me away. Again. | 


felt my stomach tighten and it took every ounce of self control | could muster not to growl at him. Not to 
drag him back onto this bed and take him, whether he wanted me to or not. 


‘I'm sorry! | have to go. Should |, um, can | come back tomorrow?" 

Go." | mumbled. 

"Wait, did you say no?" 

"GO!" | shouted this time. And then picked my head up, catching him as he hurried to the door. "Junior?" 
"Yeah?" 

"Come back tomorrow." 


We did this dance for three more nights. Small talk about work, about the weather that eventually led to more 
clumsy kissing. Kissing initiated by him, not me. | had to restrain myself, had to ease back and allow him to 
take it as far as he wanted. I'd test him a little here and there, let a hand slide down his back, onto his ass. Or 
move my mouth to his ear or his neck. He'd start and gasp but only pulled away from me after he'd start to 
pant. 


On the last night, he allowed me to pull his t-shirt over his head. He laid back against the musty pillow, his 
beautiful hair fanned out against it. His eyes were wide as he watched me hover over him. | met his gaze and 
tried to give him my most reassuring smile, silently begging him not to run away from me again. In fact, | 
hesitated, letting my eyes drift from his, down to his naked chest, so smooth and inviting. | laid a hand against 
his ribs as | bent to kiss his shoulder. 


"Junior, | want you. Let me love you." | let my hand glide down his warm body until it rested on top of his 
groin | could feel his erection through the fly of his jeans so | rubbed it slowly. 


A low, throaty moan emanated from him and suddenly, | found myself in uncharted territory. One false move 
and | knew I'd send him scurrying away, as scared shitless as he was. | couldn't let that happen, my own 
erection was begging me not to let that happen. But how to proceed? Did he need my quiet reassurances or 
was he more comfortable with silence? Did he like me touching him or did it make him uncomfortable? | never 
questioned myself when | was with a girl. | knew how to please a girl, how to coax a girl into my bed. But then, 
| never felt like my very existence depended on every move and every word from a girl. | needed this man like 


| needed air. | had to do this right. 
"Tell me what you want me to do." | whispered in his ear and then let my tongue trace over the ridges. 
He shuddered and grunted and started to push me away. 


"Junior, no! Please! Please don't go!" | panicked and pushed his shoulders back down against the bed. "Don't run 


again!" 


"| have to! It's too much! | can't! | need to go! Let me go, Dave, please!” He was thrashing and panting and 


pushing against me. 


With a painful sigh, | relented He was already at the door when | lifted my head and opened my eyes. 


"Tomorrow..°" | called to him. 


But he was gone. The sound of the door slamming was his only response. | pushed my face into the mattress 


and screamed, "FUCKIII" 


Inhaling, | realized there was something between my face and the musty, old blanket. It smelled like David. That 
intoxicating blend of his Old Spice deodorant, cigarette smoke and whatever it was in David's DNA that made 
him give off a sort of musky, cookies baking smell. | scooped the shirt up and pressed it against my face as a 
rolled onto my back. My left hand kept it pressed to my nose as my right hand worked at the zipper of my 
jeans. | pushed them down, off my hips, just far enough to pull my hard cock out and begin stroking it. 


Five nights, he'd come to me. Five nights, he'd kissed me and teased me and let me sink my hooks even deeper 
into him. | wanted him so badly. | wanted him right by my side, to be my friend, my lover, my savior. Which 
role was it that was scaring him the most? Don't think about that now. Think of his lips, his eyes, his hair, his 
chest, his hard dick trapped inside of his pants. Think of his scent and the way it enveloped me. 


What | did next surprised even me. And shamed me, | can't lie. Standing up and kicking my sneakers off, | slid 
my jeans down my legs and off. | took Junior's shirt and laid it flat on the bed and then climbed on top of it. | 
rubbed myself with it, moaning his name. | fucked Junior's t-shirt until | came all over it, crying out his name. 


Spent and exhausted, | pulled a pillow over my head and curled into a ball. What the fuck is wrong with me? 


Eight 


| liked routine. Routine represented order and structure. In five short days, | had welcomed a new routine into 
my life. Come home from work, take a shower, wait for Junior. As frustrating as last night was, | really 
wanted to see him again. And | didn't care if he pulled the same shit. Hell, he could tease me every night for 
the rest of our lives if it meant | got to spend time with him. If it meant | got to kiss him and snuggle him and 
allow him to bring me right to the brink Every fucking night for the rest of my life. 


So | was happy. Looking forward to it, looking forward to him leaving me with a case of blue balls. Imagine it? 
Dick-whipped, Mustaine. You're dick-whipped already. | carried my dick-whipped self outside to the chair and 
settled in with a cigarette. And then another. And another. Half a pack later, still no Junior. | guess | was 
supposed to take that as | had scared him away. | took it too far last night. | don't know what he wanted from 
me. Each night that he came here, he's the one that attacked me. He's the one that kissed me first: 


Should have talked to him. Should have asked him. That second time, never should have just let it happen. Now, 
he's gone. Again. Fuck it! And fuck him! The longer | sat there, the harder it became to push down my 
frustration and anger. Reaching a hand into my pocket, | pulled out a few loose bills and counted them up. 
Threw a shirt over my head, pulled my shoes on and shuffled down the block. 


Inside the liquor store, | pulled a bottle of Jack, a case of beer and a pack of smokes. | studied the clerk for a 


moment as | paid 
"Hey, just moved in the motel up there. You know a guy?" 

"A guy? 

"Yeah, a guy | kept my eyes trained on his and then gave him a tilt of my head 
"Ah, a guy. Yep, | got a guy 


He directed me to a bodega two blocks east. | had to give the guy the bottle of Jack | just bought on top of 
the $20 | paid him but | still had my beer so | didn't complain too much. As | was walking out, | caught the 
song blaring through the tiny transistor radio on the counter, When The Levee Breaks. Well, the levee done 
broke tonight, | thought with a smirk. 


Walking back to the motel, | had another of my internal battles. A stupid, optimistic part of me tried to 
convince the rest of me that Junior would be waiting when | got there. Never mind that it was now three 
hours past the time he normally showed up. Part of me had to remind myself that | was angry with him for 
leading me on like he did and then rejecting me once again. It was that angry, prideful part of me that 


prompted me to go get some beer and weed. 


Another bad kung-fu movie on the TV. With that t-shirt balled up in my lap, | sat crossed legged on the bed 
and cracked open a can of beer. Once the can was empty, | turned it into a makeshift bowl and cracked open 


another can. 


The following night, | foolishly followed my routine. | finished the case of beer while | waited. He didn't come. So 
| went inside and jerked off with his shirt again, smoked the last of my weed and fell asleep. 


Day three, still no sign of him. After my shower, | hurried right down the bodega and got a little something 
harder this time. Then stopped off at the liquor store for another case of beer and a bottle of rum. | had 
intentions of casually doing a line of coke, mixing the rum with the cans of Coke in the fridge and just relaxing 
to another bad movie. But when | sat back on the bed, something was balled up behind my pillow and | reached 
back to pull it out. Junior's shirt. It was getting pretty disgusting, smelling more like me and dried, crusty come 
than like Junior. | still pressed it to my face and let fly with a long, jagged howl. 


"FUCK YOU!" 
And the cans of Coke were forgotten. The bottle of rum was lifted directly to my lips. 


On the fourth night, | didn't even bother with a shower. | sat outside in my dirty, work clothes, finishing off 
the beer, noting the way the breeze had changed from cool and refreshing to cold and biting. Winter was on its 
way. They'd already talked about the changing weather at work and | wondered if that meant it would slow 


down 

No Junior, no proper place to live, no music, no job. What a goddamn loser. Urged by this new demon, | stood 
and staggered back into the room. | fell to my knees in front of the cheap, beat up chest of drawers. In the 
bottom drawer, under a couple of ratty shirts | never wore, | hid Loggins and Messina They did a fine job 


guarding my stash, as always. Inside was the last of the blow | had from the previous night. 


"Hey, Mustaine?" Val, the guy who picked me up every morning and paid me every Friday, called me as | hopped 
out the back of his truck. 


"What's up?" | asked him as | approached the passenger side window. 


"Look, uh, | think you're a really hard worker and you're reliable and you do good work but you're the new guy, 


you know?" 


| turned my face to the rest of the guys in the back of the truck, watching and waiting. "Ah. | see. Am | 


done?" 


“Fraid so. Here, though. My phone number. Give me a call in a couple months. We'll see if we've picked back up 


by then" 


| took the card from his hand and stared at it. 


‘Look, its nothing personal. You're a good kid" 

| nodded 

"Here. Here's your pay for the last six days and, uh, a little extra, okay?" And he held out a white envelope 
"Thanks" Numb. My voice was flat and cold 

"Sorry, man’ 

"Hts cool. | get it! 

As | turned away from the truck, he called to me again 

"Stay outta trouble, kid’ 

Right. Look around you, motherfucker. Does this really look like the place to stay outta trouble? 


Inside the room, | tore open the envelope to find my normal $250 for the week and an extra $100. Well, that 
was nice of the bastard. And | knew just how | was going to spend it. Needed something new. Something to put 
everything behind me. Junior, this goddamn, shitty, fucking room, my guitars that Junior had taken off with, 
my failures. | don't need them anymore. | don't need anything anymore. Folding the envelope up, | shoved it in 
my pocket and took a look around the room. There was nothing in this shithole for me anymore. My eyes 


settled on that black t-shirt that lay crumpled up next to my pillow. Nothing left in this shithole for me. 


With a grunt, | yanked the door closed behind me and set out to find what | needed. Four steps. | had taken 
four steps when | heard it. No. You've got to be fucking kidding me here. | jammed my hands into my jeans 
pockets and stood, facing the parking lot, lowering my head and waiting for those headlights to blind me again. 
Sure enough, the van barreled into the parking lot and came to a halt directly in front of me. You fucking piece 
of work, Ellefson. 


He opened the door and slid out. Damn, he looked good. The cold breeze caught his hair and delivered the scent 
of fresh shampoo directly to my nose. He wore a tight-fitting, black t-shirt with the sleeves rolled and a pair 
of black jeans that looked like they'd been painted on. | felt my stomach lurch at the sight of him but when he 


smiled at me and said, "Hey!", | lost it. 


"You got a lot of fucking nerve, you know that? Who the fuck do you think you are? You think it's okay to 
leave me the way you did? You think it's okay | had to call Rita to find out what the fuck happened to you? 
And now you show up, looking..looking like you do with the." | pointed a finger at his lower half, "and the." and 
then | drew my finger up and pointed at his upper half, "No. No, Junior. I'm done with you. You can't do this to 


me anymore! You can't just disappear because you got a little fucking freaked out over your goddamn boner!" 


"Dave, |-" 


"NO! No more of this! l'm done! I'm going to find a hit. Something a little fucking stronger than what | been 


doing all week!" 
"Oh, Dave, no." He started toward me. 


‘Oh, Dave, yes! | was fucking clean, you asshole! And you came along and you did the thing with the lips and 
you let me touch you and then you rejected me! Again! It was all your fault!" 


Now he pushed his fingers into his pockets. He toed a pebble on the asphalt. "Get in the van?" He said without 
looking up. 


"No. Why the fuck should I? How about you give me my fucking guitars and get the fuck outta here?" 


Now he lifted his face and | saw the tears pool in his eyes and fall, streaming down his cheeks. "Get in the 


fucking van, please?" 
| heaved a sigh and narrowed my eyes. "Why? Where are we going?" 
"Please trust me." 


"Trust you?" | scoffed. "Trust you?? You must have bumped your head somewhere, Junior.” 


Nine 


"I really want to show you something. Please get in the van" He spoke slowly and quietly as he angrily wiped his 


face. 


As hurt and stung as | was feeling, his tears pierced my heart and | knew something happening with him. | 
relented and moved toward the passenger side of the van. 


We drove in uncomfortable silence for nearly an hour. We'd reached a quiet, suburban area not unlike Rita's 
brother's. But this was nowhere near there. | don't think. | noted things like schools and strip malls on each 
corner now, not bodegas and liquor stores. And it was quiet out here. Very quiet. 

Junior parked the van in a narrow driveway between two small houses. 

"Wait here?" He turned and looked at me. It was the first time he spoke or looked at me since we left the city. 
| made no reply and he paused, maybe to say something else but reconsidered, 

| watched as he climbed the three steps to the front porch of one of the houses. There was a long porch 
swing on one side, two patio chairs on the other. And two front doors. He pulled a key from his front pocket 
and unlocked the door closest. He was inside for a few minutes and then reappeared again. Junior smiled and 
beckoned me to join him on the porch. Now | was really curious. 

"Where are we, Junior?" 

"Home. We're home." 


| stood about three feet away from him and looked around. "Home?" 


"| found the place in the newspaper. Its a duplex. A little old lady lives next door, she owns the place. Said she'd 
discount the rent if we agreed to help her with the yard and maintenance and all that. | said we would” 


"We?" 


"Yeah. Me and you. I've already painted in here and fixed up the yard for her. That's where | been the past 


few nights. Come on" 
"Junior, wait. What are you saying here?" 
He just smiled and repeated, "Come in" 


| followed him through the door, into a large living room. | noticed a sliding door that presumably led to the 


back yard on the far side of the room. There was already a sofa and a small TV on a stand. A coffee table 


and a chair sat on top of a throw rug. There were lit candles on nearly every flat surface. 

"This is your key." He said as he pressed a key into my palm. 

| couldn't find my voice. | wanted to fall to the floor and sob. When | turned to look at him, he was standing 
with his back to the wall, just inside the door. And hanging there, right next to his head was the puppy cross- 
stitch. 

"Oh." was all | could manage before the tears came. 

"Welcome home, Dave." 

My hands immediately found his face and | held him against that wall with my body as | kissed him. Junior's 
hands slid around my waist and he returned my kiss. His lips were so soft and his tongue tasted so fucking 


delicious. When | withdrew and still stared at him in wonder, he lowered his gaze and slid his hand into mine. 


"Come on" His voice had an edge of suggestion in it. He led me up a narrow staircase, down a small hallway. 


"Bathroom." He pointed out. And then, "Bedroom." 

"Is this the only one?" | asked, noting more candles. 

He only nodded as he stood at the foot of the double bed in the otherwise scarce room. There was a small 
chest of drawers in one corner and an old, beat up end table serving as a bedside table. The bed was covered 
a white quilt with blue and purple flowers on it. A hefty stack of pillows sat at the head. 


"Are you sure?" 


"Of course I'm sure. It's a pretty small place, Dave. Trust me, there are no more bedrooms." Even in the 


candlelight, | could see the sarcastic grin on his face. 
"You know what | meant." 


"Yes, I'm sure. | am so sorry for confusing you, for leaving you behind with no answers. | was freaked out. 
Seriously freaked out. You know | always loved you and wanted to care for you but that part comes easy for 
me. The other part was the scary part. | don't know, maybe that's why | got so angry with you after we got 
kicked out of the apartment. | knew it had something to do with me and Rita and | didn't want to have to 
acknowledge it. But then that day after Rita got you out of jail and you looked me in the eye and said it, | knew 
it too." 


"You knew it then and you refused me? Junior, why? Do you know - " 


He winced and held up his hand. "Yes, | know. You went through hell and back all because | was scared. | was a 


coward and l'm sorry. More sorry than you can ever imagine. Dave, you have the power to literally destroy 


me, you need to know that.” 


"Junior, you DID destroy me." And then it just clicked. "| guess that's what love is. I'm allowing you that power. 
| am trusting you with that power." 


His eyes drifted to the floor beneath our feet as he slowly nodded. We stood that way for quite a while, both 
thinking, reflecting. There was a peaceful, quiet feeling in my heart, though. He wasn't going to run anymore. He 
was ready now, sure. And | trusted that. 


"What did you tell Rita?" 

"Just that | had to live in the place my heart already called home." 

"You've always lived there." | breathed, covering my heart with my hand. 

We kissed again as he worked quickly to undress me. His kisses had a new feeling to them. A certain power, a 
certain feeling of confidence behind them. Maybe it was true. Maybe there was no longer a reason to run 


away. 


When he pushed my pants down to my ankles and moved his mouth to my neck, though, | pulled away from 
him. He looked so injured, | had to laugh. 


"Now you know what | felt like every time you left me." 
‘lm sorry." He blushed. 


Its okay, now. But | need to shower." | glanced at the bed. "I'm dirty and sweaty from work. By the way, | hope 
you negotiated a really cheap rent because | lost my job today." 


"We'll manage." 


He took the rest of his clothes off and took my hand again. The two of us got into the shower. The water was 
hot and it felt so good after months of lukewarm showers. David massaged shampoo through my hair and ran 
a soapy cloth over my shoulders and back and even across my ass and down my thighs. Then he turned me 
around and washed my chest and stomach. The cloth grazed against my erection My breath hitched and David 
purred happily. He let it happen again and my head fell back with a long sigh. After a minute, he discarded the 
cloth and used his wet, soapy hands to stroke me. 


"Fuck, Junior.” | moaned, putting a hand on his shoulder. 


"Come for me. Let me hear you." 


"No, not like this. Not now." 

Its okay, baby. We have all night. And the next. And the next. Let it go, now." 

| titted my head forward to look into his eyes. All night, he said. 

He stroked a little faster and gave me a nod. | wrapped my arm around his neck, nuzzled my face into his 
shoulder and gave myself over to him. My body began to tremble and a growl took shape deep in my stomach. 
Just as | started to crest, | felt his arms slip around my back and hold me tight as my body racked and the 


growl started to lowly erupt. 


"That's it, come, baby. I've got you. I'll never let you go again" With each word that he uttered, | shook and 


shuddered, howling against his shoulder. 

| stood on the bathmat, dripping, as Junior wrapped a towel around himself and then tended to me. He wrapped 
a towel around my waist and gave my left nipple a lick. He then urged me to bend over and wrapped another 
Towel around my long hair. 

"Where'd the towels and everything come from?" | finally found my voice and that's what | had to say? Idiot. 
"All of this stuff is Melina's. Our landlady. | explained that we didn't have a lot of stuff between us and she 
said the place had furnishings and she had extra linens and things she could lend. She also said she was in the 
movies in the 50s! Wait until you meet her!" 

"Melina sounds like your mother." 

Junior smiled but didn't reply. 

"How much is the rent?" 

"Shh. We can talk about that stuff tomorrow. Come to bed" 

"| can't just..again." 

"Well, maybe not right away.” 

He sat me down on the edge of the bed and then moved in behind me. 


"What are you doing?" 


"Shh." He softly hissed in my ear as he removed the towel from my head. My hair fell around my shoulders 
and then | felt a brush being tugged through it. 


A slow purr escaped my parted lips. 
"Good?" 
"So good" 


After he brushed my hair, he swept it forward, onto my shoulders and began to rub some sweet smelling oil 


across my back and down over my arms. If this is how the man seduces, it works. It works really well. The 


hot, little ball of fire was starting to be rekindled 
"Why are you doing all of this for me, Junior?" Always gotta ruin a moment, don't you? 


"Because you deserve it. Because I've managed to fuck things up for you over the last couple months when all 


you wanted to do was .." 


"All | wanted to do was possess you, keep you wrapped around my finger. And that was wrong. That's not what 


love is." 
"Do you really, honestly love me, Dave?" He asked as he withdrew his hands from my body. 


| turned to face him, taking his hands in mine. "Yeah, | do. You're my friend, my savior, and, hopefully, you'll be 


my lover." 


At the word, ‘lover, he grinned and dropped his eyes to our hands sitting in his lap. He raised his head a little, 
gazing at me through his lashes. "Will you make love to me tonight?" 


His shy smile and the way his hands trembled only made the ball of fire roar to life. | raised one hand to his 
cheek and drew him to my mouth. | pulled his towel away from his body, also shedding my own. Leaning over 
him, | urged him up, onto the pillows. Once he was spread out on his back, | moved my mouth down to his 
nipple. His hands landed on my head and | heard a soft gasp. His body arched into my kisses and nibbles. Making 
sure to take my time and move cautiously, | started laying kisses down his stomach, to his hip and then | 
gently wrapped my fingers around his dick. He tensed and hissed and | froze. When Junior settled back again, | 


exhaled. 
"Good. That's it" Said |, giving the head a soft kiss. 


His hands went back to my head and | could feel a slight pressure urging me down. That's my baby, show me 
you want me to go on While | was sucking him, | let a long trail of my spit slide down his shaft, onto his balls. 
With my tongue, | lapped it back up, pressing and flicking it over the soft, pouchy skin. One side and then the 
other. 


"Fuck, Dave." He groaned. 


"Feel good?" 


"Really good" And, to my surprise, he spread wider, pulling his knees up to his chest. "Will you fuck me?" It 


came out in one long breath. 

"If you really want me to." 

"Please?" And | watched in wonder as he slid a hand under the pillows and pulled out a small bottle of lube. 
"Junior!" | gasped. Sneaky, little bastard. 

He giggled and passed it down to me. 

Using a very liberal amount, | eased one finger inside of him and watched his reaction. Working it in and out as 
he gasped and moaned, | could feel that little ball of fire dip into my groin. After introducing a second digit and 
pumping both of them, | was throbbing now. 

"How you doing?" 

"Good, good. More?" 


"More? Me? Can | try..2" 


He lifted his head as | withdrew my fingers and climbed up on my knees. | saw the emotion in his eyes. He was 
battling to let his need win over his fear. 


"lll be as gentle as | can" | offered, giving his thigh a soft stroke. 

| know. | trust you." 

Taking his hand, | pressed a kiss into his palm and nuzzled my face against it. "I love you." 

He didn't say it back. He will, eventually. | trust him. 

We slid a pillow under the small of his back and | pushed his knees back up to his chest. As slowly as | possibly 
could, | introduced the head of my cock to his spread ass. Slowly, gently, inch by inch, Junior welcomed me. He 
hissed, gritted his teeth, scrunched his eyes but continued to murmur, "More, more." 

It wasn't the most adventurous sex | ever had (that didn't come until a couple months later). It wasn't a 
marathon session either, although the handie in the shower did help with that. | hurt him. | know | did. But if 


you asked me years later about the most memorable night | ever had, it would be this one. 


| left him laid out on the bed, exhausted and sore, while | extinguished all the candles downstairs and took a 


good look around. This is my home now. That man upstairs is my home. With a smile like a kid in a candy store, 
| turned to bolt back up the stairs when my eye caught the puppy again. | kissed my fingertips and taped the 
round, wooden frame. My home. 

Upstairs, | blew all those candles out as well and climbed back into bed. 


"How do you feel?" | whispered in his ear as | spooned him. 


He slid his hand into mine and his lips brushed my knuckles before he tucked it under his chin. "I feel like I'm in 
love with you." 


